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But I was very happy in my flat. This abode was on a third
floor overlooking the municipal gardens and above the offices
of the Stadt Baurat, who with his family also, occupied the floor
below* If Herr Maurer, the Baurat, detested the Occupation
with unquenchable hate he was a kindly landlord and glad to
receive3 also, the money which I paid him in rent. He had two
anaemic little boys, half starved as the result of the British Naval
Blockade, and we were able to " wangle " milk for these children
denied to the rest of the population.

The flat consisted of a large bedroom, a salon, a tiny dining-
room, and a bathroom combined with kitchen. That is, hot
water to a large bath could be supplied from a geyser which
afforded gas also to a ring, and on this, except when we went to
the Allied Club or dined with the Commissioner, all our meals
were cooked.

Christmas Day, 1920. " The British Commissioner has great
pleasure in accepting the kind invitation of the Malapaner-
strasse kitchen and bathroom staff et aura Phonneur de s'y
rendre le 25 a otto ore della serra. L'ordre a colonello inglesi
il signore Tidborrio de s'y rendre aussi sera donne. Ecco !"
Thus Babel.

I had been away touring the districts for some days shortly
after my occupation of the flat and when I returned I found that
the good landlord had filled the bath with living fish. Fish were
a rare luxury in Oppeln and they were sent up in glass tanks
from Berlin and from the sea beyond. Customers would purchase
these in the tanks and then tip them into the baths, where they
would live for some weeks while the family, not so interested in
ablutions as are British officers, remained unwashed. At first
I found it all very amusing, but finally in exasperation, took the
toasting-fork and harpooned the four remaining fish, presenting
these to Herr Maurer.

I had two servants, one a Polish girl, a peasant, almost savage,
who summer and winter alike wore only the thinnest cotton
dress and neither shoes nor stockings. The other was a man-
servant, a general factotum who showered devotion upon me.
He had been a feldwebel in a Prussian regiment of Grenadiers,
and was as good a servant as I have ever had in my life, for I
afforded a very friendly tolerance to his one absorbing vice. On
Saturdays he would disappear completely, but return punctually
on Monday at eight o'clock. He would never tell me where he
had been, but he always returned with his face bruised and